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Photo shoot, makeup and make-out 


The photo shoot had lasted much longer than what they had anticipated. The band had posed for quite a lot 
pictures, mainly the five of them together but they also did individual ones. Skinny and Whip had to leave right 
after the photo shoot for an interview in the city so they were the first ones shot individually. Then it had 
been Nightmare's and Vice's turns and finally, it was Cat's. The photographer was a friend of Whip and 
therefore the band had gracefully agreed to be at his disposal for as long as he needed. It was also in 
Deathstars' interests as the pictures were as much for the band's next set of promotional material as for 
the photographer's own portfolio. 


Nightmare and Vice were discussing in the dressing room while waiting for the guitarist to finish his shoot and 


that's when Cat peaked his head into the room. 
"Vice? The photographer asked if you wouldn't mind coming back for a few pictures," Cat said. 
The newest member of the band looked surprised. 


"Why? | thought | was done. They're not good? The pictures he took earlier." 


"He asked for a few pictures with you and me, unless you mind?," Cat clarified. 

The drummer was relieved there was nothing wrong with his earlier shoot. 

"How long is it gonna be?," Nightmare asked with a bored look. 

He thought the photo shoot had been already way too long for his liking and at this point he was waiting for all 
this to be over with and head downtown to start their well-deserved Friday evening partying. He had had the 
bad idea to pick up Vice and Cat on his way here so now he was stuck and had to wait for them both to be 
done to leave together. 

"Don't know, not long, | guess," Cat said even if he had absolutely no clue how long it could actually take. 

Also, he didn't care because he was enjoying himself quite a lot. Being the center of attention and being told he 
was looking good, by the photographer or whoever, was of course among his favorite activities, right up there 
with playing live shows and getting laid. Somehow his career within Deathstars had magically associated these 


three elements together for a few years now. 


"Whatever," Nightmare said. "I'm going to get cigarettes. I'm out. | might stop for a decent coffee somewhere 


too. I'll be back in a half an hour or so, ok?" 

"Sure, we'll wait for you here," Cat said distractedly. "So are you coming?" 

"Huh... Yes. Like this? H's what | was wearing earlier. Do | have to get changed?,” the drummer inquired. 

"Just come over here. They'll tell you what they want." 

Vice followed Cat back into the main room where the shoot was taking place. The photographer's assistant 
quickly rearranged Vice's hair and shirt. They didn't ask him to change his clothes so it only took a few 
minutes. Then he was sat in front of the mirror for a quick makeup refresh and make-over, under the 
watchful eyes of Cat who was casually smoking and leaning against the table. 

Cat was amused. He could see Vice was not at all used to this kind of attention and this aspect of the job as a 
professional musician. With a band like theirs, image was a big deal, and Whip was always encouraging any photo 
shoot opportunities, which always involved some kind of costume and make-up to ensure they could show off 


their death glam attitude. 


"You look good," Cat said when he saw the make-up girl put her stuff away and giving a final look at her 


creation, a Deathstars signature pale look with black lips as single focus point on the drummer's boyish face. 
"He does, indeed," she said. "You'd make a cute couple," she added 


Vice frowned at the comment but before he could say anything, she spun his chair away from the mirror to 


signal he was done and could get up and go do his stuff. Cat killed his cigarette in one of the empty coffee 
cups lined-up on the makeup table and took Vice by the hand. 


"Let's go." 


The photographer was patiently waiting for them, reviewing on his laptop the shots he had taken earlier that 
afternoon. 


"| brought back the other pretty boy," Cat announced as they arrived on set. 

The photographer nodded and pointed at the brick wall behind them. 

"Nice. So.. You both lean against the wall, Cat towards the front, Vice a bit behind," the photographer said. 
The two boys did as told. 

"Do | smile?," Vice asked. 

Cat laughed. 


"Unless | ask you to, no," the photographer replied. "Stop laughing, Cat. Let's try this. Dark and moody, thank 
you." 


Vice wasn't really sure what dark and moody should translate into in terms of what to do with his face and 
body in front of the camera except that he shouldn't smile. He wasn't used to pose and even if he knew and 
understood the band image and how important it was to them, it seemed much more difficult to act it when 
asked to do so in front of a camera. To add to his confusion, he was also feeling self-conscious to have to do 
this alongside Cat who was way more used to these things than he was. He knew that the guitarist even did 


professional modeling jobs at times, so he was afraid to look very amateurish next to his bandmate. 


The photographer started to shoot. He didn't say anything and just moved around them taking pictures from 
different angles. After a good number of takes, looking up at the two musicians from the floor where he was 
now sitting, he finally gave them some new instructions. 


"Get closer to each other, please, shoulders and arms touching, like some kind of weird goth rock Siamese 


brothers." 


The comparison conveyed strange mental images in Vice's mind and he tried not to laugh at what he was 
seeing in his brain. He focused on the ceiling for a few seconds to try to make the laughter go away. When he 
felt less giggly, his eyes moved from the ceiling to Cat, as if to ask whether he had to move closer in an 
attempt at looking more Siamese or if Cat would do that. The guitarist gave him a playful look and took a 
couple of steps to his right, till his shoulder brushed against Vice's biceps. The guitarist was tall but the 


drummer was a tad taller. 


"Not bad but wait. Lisa, bring him his drumsticks," the photographer told his assistant. 


She looked around for a minute and then found them on a table where they had left their jackets. She brought 
them to the drummer who picked them up. 


"What do | do with them?," he asked. 


"Nothing, just hold them, in front of you, your hands lower, belt level, just.. Natural,” the photographer 
instructed. 


Vice discreetly shrugged at the lack of more precise direction and simply let his arms hang down, holding the 
sticks with both hands. As he was doing so, he glanced at Cat who was not paying attention at him but instead 
was looking down at the camera. It seemed very natural and easy for the guitarist. At that moment, Vice just 


hoped that he was not messing up the shoot with his inexperience. 

A few different poses and series of shots later, the photographer was satisfied and he dismissed the two 
bandmates. The drummer was only too happy to be relieved from his modeling duty and he rushed back to the 
dressing room to take his makeup off. Cat stayed behind, wanting to have a quick look at the pictures that had 
just been taken. They were already transferred on the computer and he could take advantage to see them on 


a bigger screen 


"You like them?,” the photographer asked after Cat had started to browse through the results of the 


afternoon session. 

"Yes, very much. | like the last ones, with Vice. He's shy," he said. 

"He'll get there but so far, he's done a pretty good job already for a novice," the photographer commented. 
Cat left the photographer packing up his things and headed to the dressing room to join the drummer. Vice 
was sitting on a chair in front of a mirror, his hair tucked behind his ears on each side of his face, finishing to 
scrub off his cheeks and forehead with some tissues. He must have been doing it quite roughly because he 
was all red, the guitarist thought. 

"Don't do this like that," Cat said. "What are you using?" 

The drummer looked at him not sure what Cat meant. 

"Huh... Tissues. Why?" 


"What did you put on them?" 


"Water?," Vice ventured, guessing that it was probably not the right answer but he didn't know any better. 


Cat rolled his eyes and snatched the tissues away from the drummer's hands. 
"Ill be right back" 


He disappeared out of the dressing room and came back a minute later with a white bottle. He poured some of 
the liquid onto a large makeup remover pad and proceeded to brush it against the drummer face. Vice first 
moved his head back a little but then he realized that it felt much less harsh than the wet tissues he had 
been using so he let Cat take care of him. The guitarist was standing in front of Vice and as he was gently 
starting to rub the pad over the drummer's face, he put two fingers under the drummer's chin to tilt it up a 
notch and make his work easier. He threw away the first pad after having used it all over his bandmate's face 
to remove the pale foundation and he took a new one to finish off the cleaning job, rubbing it everywhere on 


Vice's face again. 
"Close your eyes," Cat said. 


The drummer obeyed and felt the pad being lightly brushed over his eyelids. The makeup girl hadn't put much 
on his eyes but they still had to be cleaned. Finally, Cat used the pad over Vice's lips, which had been painted 
with mat black lipstick. Most of the color had gone already from the first attempts at clearing his face but 


there was still some dark tint here and there. 


Vice opened his eyes when he felt that his friend was no longer busy on his eyes but rather on his mouth. He 
parted his mouth a little when he felt Cat brushing his thumb over his now clean lips. 


"Thanks," Vice said when Cat had finished. 


"You're welcome. Will you help me out?," Cat asked as he sat on the chair next to the drummer and handed 


over to him the lotion and the cotton pads. 


Vice blinked a few times before realizing what the guitarist wanted. Most likely Cat was asking him for help so 
he could get some practice and do it to himself properly next time. He picked up a pad and put some lotion on 
it. He rolled his chair closer to Cat to start. Cat's hair was falling all over his face, as usual, and Vice first 
hesitated at how to begin. He finally ran his fingers into the guitarists hair and pushed it up out of the way 
before starting to clean his forehead. 


While he hadn't been paying much attention at how strongly he rubbed off his face at first with the tissues, 
Vice was being very careful at how he was doing this to his friend He had felt the difference when Cat 
removed his make-up and he hoped he wouldn't be too harsh when doing it to him. 


"Am | doing it right?," he tentatively asked after a few seconds. 


"Yeah, you're doing fine. Just do most of it and then take a clean one and get the remainder off," Cat said. 


The drummer continued what he had started and then took a second pad Cat had more make-up around his 
eyes, mostly black kohl. When Vice reached the top of his cheekbones, Cat closed his eyes, inviting him to clean 


them as well. 


"| don't want to hurt your eyes," Vice said. "It's weird, | never rubbed anything on anyone's eyelids," he 
continued. 


Cat was chuckling at the remark and when he felt that Vice was done, he opened up his eyes again 


The drummer still had to do Cat's mouth. He was looking at his bottom lip and his labret ring. Cat also had a 
piercing on the side of his nose, like Vice. That one was not something that was in the way too much so it had 
been easy To clean around it. However, the lip piercing was something the drummer had never had, even if he 
had always found it nice looking, so he was trying not to tug on it as he brushed the cotton pad around it to 
remove the neutral, almost skin colored, makeup that they had put on the guitarist for the shoot. 


"Did it hurt?,” Vice asked as he was cleaning Cat's lips. "Your labret piercing." 


"Like hell for a few seconds," Cat said as he made a wincing face. "But then it was ok. It never hurt 


afterwards." 
"Does it make it feel different when.. You know? When you kiss?" 


The drummer had no idea why he even asked that question. He felt a heat wave wash over his face and he 


was certain he was stupidly blushing now. 

Cat smiled. 

"It is a little more sensitive, yeah.. And I've been told it feels nice for the other person kissing me." 
"I see," Vice said trying not to look into the icy blue eyes of his friend. 


The drummer wasn't even paying attention to the fact that he was biting his own bottom lip while looking at 
the guitarists mouth. It was pretty evident to Cat that his friend and bandmate was more than a little 
curious about what they had just been discussing and he didn't mind a single bit indulging Vice's curiosity. 


"Wanna try how it feels?," Cat asked, moving his face a little closer to Vice. 


The drummer didn't reply. He knew exactly what Cat meant, from the way the guitarist was eyeing him now. 
He had never thought about kissing his friend before. He had been in the band only since a few weeks but he 
and Cat had known each other for several years. Sure Cat was a good looking guy but it's not the kind of stuff 
Vice would have envisaged. Yet, the way the guitarist was behaving with him was so natural that it seemed 
like it wouldn't be a big deal. It was just touching something to see how it felt. Touching another mouth with 
your own but still, it meant nothing, he thought to himself, like tasting some exotic food you never had before. 


Vice leaned forward and paused a few inches away from Cat's mouth, his eyes glancing up to meet Cat's gaze 
and then back down on the guitarist's lips before moving a little closer and pressing his mouth on Cat's. The 
guitarists lips had a peculiar but not unpleasant taste, probably the makeup removal lotion, Vice thought. They 
tasted like the lotion smelled. Yet, they were full, soft and warm. It felt good. It was no different than kissing a 
girl. It was strange to him to feel that way because he was very much aware that he was kissing a guy, yet, 
it didn't feel odd. Cat moved his mouth a little, opening it slightly and allowing Vice to capture his bottom lip 
between his own. The drummer didn't hesitate and gently sucked on the plump bottom lip, feeling the cold of 
the labret ring against the hot and wet inside of his own lips. He kissed and nibbled. He grazed his teeth against 
that same lip, then flicked his tongue on its outer part, poking at the labret piercing with the tip of his tongue 
before softly kissing and sucking on it again. Cat couldn't resist much longer and ended up letting out a low 


moan under the treatment that the drummer was inflicting on him. 


Vice pulled away, a little unexpectedly, and Cat opened his eyes, wondering why the fuck their drummer 
stopped what he was doing so well. 


"Did | hurt you?," Vice asked after the guitarist had made a sound that he couldn't classify as a good or bad 
thing. 


"No, rather the contrary.. Come here," Cat said with a smile. 


He stood up and held out his hand for the drummer to get up as well. He walked him to the couch and sat on 
it before lying down, his head leaning back on the padded arm rest. He didn't need to say anything more. The 
drummer got the message and moved over him, carefully sliding one leg between Cat's and the other on the 


edge of the seat, propping himself up on one hand not to crush his bandmate. 


"You're a really good kisser. Lets see how you do now we're both a little warmed up," Cat whispered while 


placing a hand behind the back of the drummer's neck and pulling his face towards him. 


The guitarist was kissing Vice this time and the drummer could now feel how different it was from kissing a 
girl. Cat's mouth was maybe soft like that of a girl but his kiss was more forceful, even if he quickly let the 
drummer kiss him back and have the upper hand. The guitarist opened his mouth to let Vice's tongue come in 
and taste him. Instinctively, one of Vice's hands moved over the guitarists chest and abdomen. They hadn't 
changed clothes since the shoot and Cat was still wearing his buttoned shirt and tight black jacket, both 
undone, wide open on his slender torso. The guitarist was running his fingers up and down the back of the 


drummer's neck, letting one hand slide down his back while the other kept playing with his hair. 


"It feels so good." Vice uttered a little out of breath, moving his hand up and reaching out with his index 
finger and touching the slightly swollen bottom lip of the guitarist. "Not only the kissing... Feeling you under me 
like that... It's hot," he added, realizing only now how tight he felt in his jeans. 


"Thanks. Feeling you above me is pretty nice and hot too, you know," Cat answered, gently biting the finger that 
was brushing on his lip. 


The drummer moved his finger away and slid his hand back down on the guitarist's lower abdomen, finding 
another piercing to play with on Cat's belly button. The guitarist squirmed as Vice tugged on it a few times 
before letting his fingers continue their journey lower, till the edge of Cats very low cut jeans. The drummer 


suddenly felt the guitarists hand more or less on the same spot on his own lower half. 
"May |?," Cat asked while looking straight into the drummer's eyes. 


Vice found it difficult to maintain eye contact or answer audibly and simply nodded before gasping and closing 
his eyes when the guitarist's hand reached between his leg and pressed his hard-on 


"Oh, shit." Vice grunted before moving his hand further as well and starting to rub it against Cat who was 
visibly as turned on as he was. He resumed their kissing, in a pointless effort to try to conceal his own moans 
when the guitarists hand was starting to palm him repeatedly. He also felt Cat's other hand starting to work 
on his belt, feeling too good about the whole thing for worrying about how far this was going. 

Neither of the two younger bandmates had paid attention at how long they had been enjoying themselves. 
Unfortunately, it all came to a rather abrupt end a few minutes later when the older guitarist returned and 
walked in the dressing room to pick them up. 

"What the hell..? | leave you two kids for half an hour and this is what happens?,” Nightmare sighed as he 
contemplated his two bandmates in the middle of what looked like a hot and heavy make-out and petting 
session. 

"Fuck." Vice mumbled as he jumped off the couch and saw Nightmare shaking his head at them. 

He quickly worked on pulling his jeans up and closing his belt. 


‘Its no big deal," Cat said casually, remembering that people had walked on him in more, way more 


embarrassing moments. 


He still had his clothes on, and Vice too, so there was really nothing to worry about, according to his 
standards. 


"What is Whip gonna say?," the other guitarist asked Cat with an inquisitive furrowed brow. 
‘lm sure he'd have appreciated the sight if he had walked in right now," the younger guitarist pouted. 
"Yeah, sure. So.. | guess you're done with the photo shoot?" 


"Yes, we are," the drummer confirmed as he was still trying to regain composure and stop blushing. "It's my 


fault, Nightmare." 


The older guitarist gave the young drummer an odd look. 

"You don't have to cover for him. We all know he's a world class slut." 
"World class?," Cat grinned, taking it as a compliment. 

"I wanted to kiss him, | started," Vice said. 


Nightmare looked a little surprised and turned his gaze at Cat who flipped him off with a triumphant smirk and 
then stepped away to rearrange his hair in front of a nearby mirror. 


"Great! Now we have two nymphomaniacs in the band. That's gonna be a real blast when we're in the tour 
bus..." he complained. "Let's get moving, kids." 


Nightmare was walking out already and the two younger guys picked up their jackets in the room next door 
and followed from a distance. 


"Why did he say that about Whiplasher?,” Vice asked Cat. "Are you..? With him?" 
"Don't worry, Vice," the guitarist said with a shrug. 
"I thought it was only on stage, for fun" 


Its all for fun, yeah.. But sometimes we also have fun offstage," the younger guitarist answered with a big 


smile. 
‘Oh, no... lm sorry. Is Nightmare going to tell him?" 


"No, he's not. He's just playing the boring responsible adult. Besides, Whip would get off from seeing us do that 
shit. We might try it with him watching, if you want." 


"Not too sure about that," the drummer said while coughing out of embarrassment at the idea of having their 


singer watching them. 


"No worry, we'll keep it among ourselves only then," Cat told Vice with a wink. 


